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o the Dublin Journal.
The Old House far Away.

The wild birds warble, the silvery rills
Sing cheerily round the spot,

And the peacefal shade of the purple Lills
Fa im on iy mother's cot;

Its windows ave Jow, and its thatch is low,
And its anelent walls o b

01 I sce it! Tloveft! whereter [ goT
The old house far away !

The little cluck ticks on the parlor wall,
Recording the passing lLows ;

And the pet geeanium grows rank and' tall,
With its br t senrlet flowers ;

And the old. straw elair fo cosy and low,
Where mother sat koittiog all day ;

Oh! 1 see itl

Fhe

Lieve it] where'er I go!
eld house fa away [

D,

sar mother! how pluinly 1 see her now,

:plining in that old avin ¢hair,

With the sunset resting upon hey brow,
That wus unoe 8o smooth and fair;

Vith her crimpled border white as snow,
And her once dack hair now grey,

Oh! Isecit! Jloveic!
In that oid houwse far away |

whereler 1 gol

¢\ul all the treasures the w
“The viches of Tand and

Nor all the wealth of enctlh’s proud lovds,
€hn blotfrom my memaory

The roof that sheitered ench denr
And the humble floer of clay,

i affords,

dear hand,

Where the feet 1 loved were wont Lo tread,
In the old house far away !

3. A counsellor examining a witness in the Court

of l\m;_-‘:: Bench, whese evidence he endeavored to inval=

Klate, was whispered to by a wag Lehind him to inter-
gogaté the witness as 1o his having been o
Gloucester jail.
asked, “When, in Gloucester jail 77
The witness, a respectable man, with astonisliment de-
clared that Tie never was in jail in his lile.
selor twened vornd to his fuiendly  Brother,
for what the man had Been imprisoned ?

was, “Forsuicide.”  Without hesitation he addressed
the wilrma‘.-}, “Now, Sir,

prisoner
Thus Wusteucted, the advocdte Loldly

ST,

, were you i

U]
e coun=

and asked

The mnswer

I ask you, upen your oath,

and remember I shalh have your words taken down,

was you not ir
of suicide 7"’

Ler
aoingd,

soned T Gloucester jail for the-evime

T
yald the counselor's embary

he whele Court Lurst into a fit of laugh-

ssment may be casily im- |

fave to the driver.
— | “ANL Tt ueeded not thatsolemn answer ; one glance
Isu't there any ray of hope?” | in that pitying face revealed the truth, Wondering at
The feelle haud grasped the arm of the physician, as | { her own strengih she eagerly opened the valise. There
he was goinggls rouuds among the sick and wounded | | was the coat, with its bright Luttons and epaulets, that
| T thut hespital tent, and the youthiul voice that as ked | his companions had felded carefilly away, and as she
| the cager guestion trembled with emotion. Tt was a | hield it up, she seemed to see the noble lJO\' as he had
| boyish face into which the physicinn turned and gazed § | s1o0d before her in that dress, and asked so engeﬂ;—-
| Lt the death angel hand setits impress there, "“d the | “now mother, arn’t you proud of yourboy ? You woiit
[ Kind hear |c=-\' any wore, will you? I'm going to fight for the dear

Send thom to His Motlher. her white imploring

|
} HAm Fdyipg, dector?
\

ted surgeon could enly shake his bead.

L “T want fo go heme once more before 1 die. O, |old flag, niy futher's flag and mine; I want to go with
mother | mother " The words weré full of agony, and ‘_\um‘ approval and Livssm;_r. ' _And then she placed her

for a few moments the poor child lay with clused eyes,

he

trembling hands npon his head and whispered through
v did | her tears “go, my son, and God be with you.!" And
almost Then came his Bible,
she had given him on his
Ile bad read it faithfully, There
| was here and there & mark and
there were pencil lines drawn around many comforting
texts, that he had repeated upon tedious marches, going
vight up into the face of the enemy ; and they had been
his support and guide to the very last. A little packet
o full and
son and as she opened them, one
3 sages, breathing
her full heart's love, or telling 0f the dear old home that
stood with open doors to receive him, were blotted with
tears which the Lrave heart could not hold back.

‘Her preture, with its worn vase,.into which lis eyes
had gazed so many times; snd as she opened it a little
slip of paper fluttered out, with the words in his own
Land, “‘Sweet mother, what a blessing
She had been o bl
before, so full of life and | tanght him the way of eternal life.
3 { that, But it was a incken Licarted mother

| and tears trembled upon the long lashes, but 1
| not fall;
| sightless eyes upward.,

My
that !
gle with feeble human vatare

be crushed them back and lifted his Gud has bieer with him to the end.
| his little pocket Bible tha

| Birthday years

‘ £ wofore
mother taught me how to die, Lefore.

My home in Heaven is always

‘i'ss God for |

The strug- |
Angels were
soldier, and quietly and !

s near.” ¢ at his favorite chapters,

Wils over, &

| present to comfort the dying

peacefully be crossed the dark river upon the long, lust

march that ended his earthly campaign,

There wa . Kind hands hallowed
the humUle- grave, and laid him degen prayerfully and
tearfully to his rest;

back to the lonely

a'n soldier's b of letters, her letters, of hope and trust,

1

lenier pu

counsel to her absent

and when the beave men turned | by one she saw how sons
tent, the sword and valise of

yeuthful officer met their eye.

their

I* ¢ What shall Le done with them?'” was the sorrow-
| ful question.

“Send them to his mother !’

Aud they came!
October day., The

It was the enrly morning of a br
broad smnlight all al

young licutenant had

God has given
to him, she hagd
God be praised far
the kind

neighbors raised from the place, where, overcome with

1
lay out the |

ome, over whose threshold the me in youd'’ ssing

l(ll\lf\'

The door of the rieat white honse stoed open, and all |
| along she floor of the wide, ple

{ ul’ yellow sunshine,

grief, she had pillowed her head among the treasures of
her gon,

ant kitehen, lay astream

'
|
\
i
|
|
[
1
H_‘mal- forth one twelve-month
|
|
|
|
|

Lroken here aud there by a restl
wheve the wil

Only for a little while, poor mother; my heart aches
for you as 1 write,

hadow,

hit.

l uliout Im morning work, she sang
hymus that

now

| moving ving trees came in between

sl
iy

! the sunl Tie mother was alone, and as she moved and for the thousands of hearts made

desolate, for whom I can only pra

alow s as | pray for my own

sweel voice

loved ones in this hour of dung
Ouly for
They were

| snatches of
}dt‘u' boy,

\

i Exp, and she was hushitng hiw to sleep;

e had often sung when the
1 the pearly gates are not closed.
adsha Tooked | eft njur as that dear one entered in, unclosed
Fand waiting for you.

This incident is strictly

. . . | 1 » while s
growing into maunhood, in her little while;

a3 i’ expeeting to see his bright fuce comi

o

at the
[ door, ur hear his cheery voice calling from ﬂn.- garden, l

trae.—Iome Mugazine.

* Muther.”? e i " .
Wi Tue Beavmires axp Truw.—The love of the beautiful

Did she hear no whisper f'mm the Garden of Paradise | ; . 3
| and true, like the dew drops in the heart of the crystal,
at that woment, exdfing, ““wother, mother?’ Wasl

; I Il ; WAL e | remains for ever clear and liquid in the inmost shrine of
there not a guardian angel about her—a yvouthlful fiwe |
£ I 1€ J , though all the rest be turned to stone by

man's be

now glowing witha spivitual beauty, hovering over her?
© Y 4 - 4 i shrrow.
she saw it not ! |

e stage came rattling along the highway, and h(.'l': S
heart beat quicker at the sound, for mayhap theve might | yet,"'

he something from her diveling Loy,

I think our chureh will L
suid o way

a good many years

guish deagon to his minister; **I see the
It stopped bLetore | slecpers are very sound.”

JEd~ ¢ Pa, is Pennsylvania the father of all theother

the little wicket pate, and the driger came with slow
reltictant steps up the walk.

II“.'IL‘ was '\lllll(l]'\lil"’ ]ll |

cach haud which he brought silently in, and laid alwost \‘['_”j:' tainl ¢ hild. Why wid A it
HCertainly not my child. 1y £ ask thal
veverently on the table.  Not a word broke the stilness. | 1 l.L P e BRI R0 00
q estion £

The poor wother looked upon them a moment, and then .
oy : . ! ; el | “ Because I see that the newspapers call it Pa.”
with a sharp ery of agapy sank down beside them,

Uh God, help wme! thisisn'tall!

My Loy | my boy !
that is lefy 2"
sihe drew the va

The Knoxville Zegister calls Gen. Rosecrans “‘the
'q\ andom soap boiler,” The Register has found out thag
s to her almost frantically, and lifted | e can lather the rebels.”




